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has forgotten to do so ... all three of them from their
different angles explained that the bird was trying to attract
us away from her nest in the bare earth. It was just two inches
in front of the New Yorker's Sixth Avenue toe-cap. . . .
And then we all went into the little farm beneath the old
oaks; and the truck-farmer as recognizing a kindred spirit
took me to a little cement-bottomed pool, with a bridge of
a single six-foot board spanning it and iris all round it,
and little fish. ... A sort of Japanese miniature garden
which he had made secretly to satisfy his craving for some
sort of beauty on those bare uplands—and didn't show
anybody for fear of being laughed at. And in the most
furniture-polish-scented, purple-black-velvet-seated, most
dusted, most cleaned farm-house parlour that I have ever
seen we were given rhubarb wine and garibaldi biscuits—a
variety that I had never hoped to see again since Walter
Atterbury and I used to sail the Spanish Main in the good
frigate Saucy Arethusa. And departed with the car laden with
more and more enormous lettuces, beets, and celery heads
than the vehicle of any Rutherford, New Jersey, physician
can ever have groaned under before. . . .
And all this within sight of the Empire State Building's
tower. . . .
And then there was tucked away somewhere a charming
small dairy farmer who sold us an astonishing amount of
buttermilk for a couple of cents and laughed at the idea that
the great dairy companies would ever squeeze him out. He
said it stood to reason they couldn't. From round about
there they had to collect up the milk and carry it forty miles
to do what he called doping it. He meant, I suppose, pas-
teurizing. He had enough customers on West side New
York, who would not look at pasteurized milk if you gave
it them for nothing, let alone the local people who all
wanted their milk raw. . . . Good for New York and the
local people.
So that, yes, under the shadow of the Equitable spire, the
Small Producer holds his own. It is astonishing in what
small plots at the passing of the car the lines of lettuce and
{>eets whirl round over a great surface of that flat, hardly

